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. ,. . They toil not, they spin not; and yet I say unto you, that 
Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these." 
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During one of his last world tours General William Booth., when. 
passing through the Suez Canal, visited the Hahj Land, and /rout 
Jerusalem he issued a Call to the World from which the fallowing 
extract is taken. It still constitutes a stirring and timely challenge 
to Christian people everywhere. 
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I T H indescribable 
feelings I have 
knelt in the Gar- 
den of Gethsemane, 
ascended the hill 
called Calvary, and 
worshipped with 
solemn awe on the 
very ground 
where stood the Cross of shame 
on which my Lord purchased, 
by His broken heart, abundant 
sovereign saving grace to meet 
the needs of the whole human 
family. 

I have looked into the empty 
sepulchre, where, cold in the 
arms of death, my Saviour lay, 
and have wonderingly beheld 
the Mount from which He as- 
cended to the Father, trium- 
phant over sin, and death, and 
hell, to plead the cause of the 
world He had so gloriously re- 
deemed. 

A Question and the Answer 

As my eyes have rested upon 
these sacred scenes, again the 
old question has suggested it- 
self, Why all this suffering? 
Why did He live ? And for what 
did He die? And then, I have 
remembered the answer which 
came from His own blessed 
lips: "The Son of Man is come 
to seek and to save that which 
was lost." 

That was His commission re- 
ceived from the Father; and as 
the Father commissioned Him, 
so He commissioned His dis- 



ciples; and if we are His dis- 
ciples our task is the same— 
namely, the salvation of the 
lost. 

The World's Saviour 

About the length and breadth 
of the commission there can be 
no mistake. Beyond question it 
comprehended then, and com- 
prehends to-day, the condition- 
al deliverance of every man 
from every sin, irrespective of 
nationality, of character, or cir- 
cumstances. Whosoever cometh 
to Him He will in no wise cast 
out. By the grace of God He 
tasted death for every man. He 



y 



The 

Army 

Founder 







William Booth, 

The Army's First 

General 





The Garden of Gethsemane as it appears at the present day. Multitudes of people 
from far-off lands visit this sacred spot at Eastertide 




was, and is, the one Saviour of 
the whole world. 

A Plea For the Hopeless 

Standing here to-day may I 
not make a special claim on be- 
half of the more helpless and 
hopeless section of the peoples? 
Could their condition be much 
more unlike that kingdom 
which He came to establish, or 
more closely resemble what we 
know of the kingdom of hell ? 

Abundant Mercy 

By the hell on earth these 
poor creatures suffer to-day; 
by the destructions on the 
verge of which they hover; by 
the abundant mercy provided 
for them ; by the deliverance we 
have proved so possible; by the 
agony of the Cross under the 
shadow of which I make this 
appeal, I plead for a united, per- 
sistent effort to save the lost. 









Easter Fragrance 

(See opposite page) 

RING, snow - white hells, 
your purest praise 

To glorify the Easter Day. 

And let the Risen Saviour'o 
joy 

Your voiceless, fragrant 
breath employ — . 

Fill • every valley with per- 
fume 

And lighten Death's appalling 
gloom, 

Teach ye our troubled hearts 
the way 

To trust the Saviour every 
day.— W. J. R. Taylor. 



The Holy City — a recently-taken photo- 
graph, covering a wide area, including 
some of the surrounding hills 
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T Easter time our 
eyes and minds 
are focused on 
the Risen Christ, 
| the great Basis of 
Christian faith. 
Eastertide in Can- 
| ada is also the 

1 time of plant life 

springing forth, 
and bird life returning from lands 
farther south. 

Crocuses may be seen poking 
their heads through the grass to 
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Miner, and live to-day; but their 
lives centred each around one lo- 
cality, and what they left behind 
were, in a good many cases, dead 
specimens of birds, very rare bird 
skins for scientific study in schools, 
or exhibits in glass cases in mu- 
seums. 

Miner's life-work, however, was 
very different to this. He left be- 
hind him living creatures, the ac- 
tual living birds which our children 
and our children's children may see 
in their customary haunts and nat- 



L£FT: An unusual 
photograph of a 
Canada G o n o o, 
bnmlacl at Jack 
Min:;r Bird Sanc- 
tuary, Kinnsville. 
'nic- hand is loose 
on III;.- let] and docs 
thf: I'ai'd no hand. 
A [3ihle text is in- 
scribed on the 
aluminum tan, as. 
wnll as the .art- 
el re so of tho Knnc- 
tuary. Those have 
been returned to 
Kintjsvillo by Es- 
kimo;;, indians an:l 
tattler;; in the For 
North, ,is well as 
other diotont out- 
posts of the Do- 
minion 



mission accomplished, Jack was 
walking along the street, when he 
came to a corner where The Salva- 
tion Army was holding its Satur- 
day night meeting. Though the 
temperature was well below zero 
and he was on his way to catch a 
through train, he took time out to 
step into the circle of Salvation- 
ists and give rightful praise to God 
Almighty and to His Son Jesus 
Christ for the blessing that had 
come to his own experience. Inci- 
dentally, no one knew until months 
later that the well-dressed distin- 
guished-looking stranger who had 
paused to testify, was the famous 
naturalist. It was only when some- 
one wrote him months afterwards, 
asking if it were he who had spoken 
on that occasion as to how his life 
had been changed by God, that the 
speaker became known. 

Mr. Miner caught his train. The 
next evening, still aboard, he was 
approached by two men in the par- 
lor car, who invited him to spend 
the evening playing cards. Jack said 
he never played cards, because 
cards often started quarrels; but 
even if he did, he said, he wouldn't 
play on a Sabbath evening. On the 



new life, the birds are filling the 
air with movement and song, the 
Canada geese can be seen winging 
their way northward over Cana- 
dian soil, honking as they fly to 
their nesting-quarters in the North- 
land. 

All Canada seems to have taken 
on new life. With the return of the 
birds, and all evidences of new life 
which Mother Nature sends forth 
at Easter time, one is led to think 
of the great Canadian naturalist, 
the late Jack Miner, whom God 
loaned to us for eighty years to be 
a living example to multitudes. He 
did not belong to any particular 
community; indeed, he didn't be- 
long to the Dominion alone; he be- 
longed to the world. As Sir Herbert 
Brent Grotrian, of England, recent- 
ly said: "To see Jack Miner's monu- 
ment, look around you." 

Mr, Miner's life was not lived in 
just his home town of Kingsville, 
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contrary, however, he would, if 
they liked, lead the occupants of 
the car in a hymn-sing. 

He began to sing, choosing the 
old hymns, such as "Standing on the 
promises," "Oh, that will be glory 
for me," "When the roll is called 
up yonder," and so on. Suddenly, at 
the far end of the car an exquisite 
voice joined the singers, taking the 
high notes. The singer turned out 
to be a world-famous star of the 
Metropolitan Opera Company. A 
profitable evening was spent. 

Again, at the time, no one knew 
it was the renowned Jack Miner 
who was leading them. However, 
when the "songspiration" was end- 
ed and the happy group shook 
hands and became acquainted, the 
would-be card players thanked 
Jack for leading them in song in- 
stead of spending their time to no 
profit. 

Sang at the Union Station 

The next morning was an occa- 
sion that will always be remember- 
ed at the Union Depot in Toronto, 
because here Jack Miner had to 
change trains. All occupants of the 
sleeping car made the effort to get 
out of their beds in time to bid 
him good-bye. Then, instead of 
Jack Miner leading any singing, 
the famed Metropolitan star led the 
company in singing "God be with 
you till we meet again." 

Miner's life was an inspiration to 
those with whom he came in con- 
tact, because he always put God 
first, no matter what his undertak- 
ing was. That was the great secret 
of his success. His bird sanctuary 
dates back to 1904 and his bird- 
banding, of which he was a pioneer, 
began in August, 1909. Yet he al- 
ways said the work was not com- 
plete until 1914, when he started 
putting verses of Scripture on the 
bands; or, to use his own words, 
"until I took ,God into partnership 
with me in this research endeavor." 
The banding of birds in order to 
study their migration routes comes 
under the heading of Natural His- 
tory Research. 

Jack Miner explains it thus: 




which he made famous throughout 
the world; but his name was so 
much a household word throughout 
the Dominion that when one thinks 
of birds, the subject is inescapably 
linked up with the Bird Sanctuary. 
Let it be granted that other great 
ornithologists lived before Jack 

*The accompanying article brings to 
The War Cry a number of newly-told 
incidents in the lii'o of a famous Cana- 
dian citizen, whose memory is purpetuat- 
er.l in the world-famous Bird Sanctuary 
at Kii-iflsville, Ont. 



ural environment, and but for the 
famous naturalist's foresight and 
energy might to-day be extinct. 

Today, because of the fact that 
Jack Miner lived, Canada possesses 
millions of living birds because he 
gave protection to their kind — a 
sanctuary from slaughter, a haven 
of rest on their long flight, and food. 
This heritage of bird life we owe 
to him, not only because of the 
well - maintained sanctuary at 
Kingsville, but also because of the 
hundreds of bird refuges which his 
influence helped to create. 

Uncle Jack Miner used to say on 
the public platform: "No man ever 
starts living until he starts believ- 
ing." How true this is! And what a 
joyous life Jack Miner had! — be- 
cause always he was a believer, al- 
ways ready to bear witness for 
Christ, or give his grateful testi- 
mony to the goodness, guidance 
and mercy of his Maker. 

An interesting story is told of the 
naturalist when he visited a north- 
ern city to deliver a lecture, His 



UPPER: A perfect 
formation of a 
family of geese 
shown flying over 
the Sanctuary. 
Each bird is 
banded with a 
Scripture tag, 
shown at left 
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RIGHT: New Lifel 
A delightful study 
of "Uncle Jack" 
Miner watching a 
citizen of the fu- 
ture admiring a 
newly . hatched 
brood of quails 
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Cruci on 

Then 

Resurrection 

Will You Share With Christ 

This Eastertide? 



HE celebration of Easter pro- 
vides much of the world with 
a holiday, and a holiday is 
always and everywhere wel- 
come. There are parts of the 
world where the community 
consists of adherents of the 
religious faith of Christian, 
Hindu, Mussulman, Buddhist, 
Sikh and Parsee. Each of 
these has religious festivals. These are seized 
upon with the utmost impartiality by the whole 
of the community as excuse for devoting to 
their own purposes days in the year that would 
otherwise be spent in unwelcome toil. 

In English and in other tongues the original 
word "Holy Day" has degenerated to mean 
something having no necessary connection with 
holiness. Many in our own land seize upon the 
holiday with little regard for its significance. 
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Are you one of them? What does 

Easter signify to you? For' the 

inner meaning of the season is 

outside of the range of the great majority of 

mankind. The first Easter was. This 'Easter is. 

Our blessed Lord, proclaimed by His life, His 
words, His disciples, as well as by those who 
knew little of Him as the Incarnate Son of God, 
was put to death outside the Holy City, suffer- 
ing "without the gate." His Gethsemane experi- 
ence took place in a garden. Also it was outside 
the understanding of the crowd. When the Cross 
was erected with its shuddering Victim, those 
who saw it at all passed by wagging their heads. 
But the populace of the city pursued its custom- 
ary life of buying and selling or preparing for 
the Passover, oblivious of what was transpiring 
on Calvary outside its gate. The touching la- 
ment of the Man of Sorrows, "O Jerusalem . . . 
how often would I have gathered thy children 
together . . , and ye would not," received no re- 
sponse, but jeers or indifference. Is it not so 
still? 

Without Black Friday There Could Be No Easter 

We pass on, with a fervent thanksgiving for 
that priceless gift, the Blood of the World's Re- 
deemer. For without Black Friday there could 
be no Easter Sunday. Without death there can 



be no resurrection. Indeed, the resurrection of 
Christ is meaningless without recognition of the 
Cross and the nature of Him Who died thereon. 
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The fact that Jesus died is universally ac- 
cepted, but the significance of that death to 
every son of man is far from 
being so universally accepted. If 
He were merely a good, though 
mistaken, man, why waste time 
speculating about the story of 
the Resurrection? But if He 
were truly the Son of ,God, the 
Resurrection is a necessary se- 
quel to the Crucifixion, For it is 
cataclysmic, unthinkable, that 
the Creator should be annihilat- 
ed by His creatures. Without the 
Resurrection evil is completely 
and finally triumphant; there is 
no hope for the world; we are 
merely rushing along to disinte- 
gration, to outer darkness. That 
indeed is precisely the condition 
of those who are without a Risen 
Lord. 

Paradoxical as it may appear, 
there are religious people with- 
out conviction on the stupen- 
dous truth that Jesus rose from the dead. How 
we pity them! But if the Crucifixion was "with- 



out the gate" reserved to the knowledge and 
interest of the few, to what a much closer and 
very select group are we indebted for the his- 
torical fact that He rose again! Yet that evi- 
dence is satisfying, for it coincides with our 
inner consciousness of +he fitness of things. "I 
know," sang the poet and the musician . in 
matchless unison, "that my Redeemer Huetii." 
Does your heart respond to that positive affirm- 
ative? If so, Easter will have wondrous, unfath- 
omable, unutterable meaning for you. 

Neither does Easter end with Christ and 
our response to the historical fact of the Resur- 
rection. For Easter imposes a responsibility up- 
on all who bear His Name. One of our poets has 
written: 



Paul, writing to the Galatians, says: "They 
that arc Christ's have crucified the flesh with 
the affections and lusts," a hard and unpopular 
saying for the twentieth century; as G. K. 
Chesterton once said, "Christianity has not 
failed. It has been found difficult and not tried." 
If we would know Christ and the power of 
His resurrection, we must first know Christ in 
His crucifixion. Shall we resolve that we will 
share with Him in full this Easter season? 
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(C a ND, behold, two of them went that same 
IX day to a village called Emmaus, which. 
J - ■*• was from Jerusalem, about threescore 
jurlongs. And they talked together of all these 
things which had happened. And it came to 
pass, that, while they communed together and 
reasoned, Jesus Himself drew near, and went 
with them. . . . And they drew nigh, unto the 
village, whither they went: and He made as 
though He would liave gone farther, But they 
constrained Him, saying, Abide with us: for it 
is toward evening, and the day is far spent. And 
He went in to tarry with them. And it came to 
pass, as He sat at meat with them, He took 
bread and blessed it, and they knew Him; and 
He vanished out of their sight. And they said 
one to another, Did not our heart burn, within 
us, while He talked with us by the way, and 
while He opened to us the Scriptures?" 

Luko 24:13j 33-88, 
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ICTORY .. 

Through LOVE 



Take heart, there is an open door 
to life here and now, and beyond 
death to life eternal with God! No 
one can shut it! Jesus is the Door; 
He is the Way: "I am the door: by 
Me if any man enter in, he shall 
be saved ... ." Let us go forward, 
with a faith that will cast out all 
fear and a love that leaves no room 
for hate. Whatever else — live now! 

Remember, you are never alone. 
In the late afternoon a little boy 
was playing in the sand on the 
seashore, building a city. He toiled 
for a long time, engrossed in his 
work. The hour got late and the 
tide started to come in. Suddenly a 
wave, bigger than the others, swept 
in, washing away his houses, streets 
and the outlying farms he had 
made. In terror, the child ran back 
to the cliff, alone and afraid. But 
his elder brother, on the bank 
above, was watching him, thinking 
how he had once played on the 
seashore. He reached down and, 
holding out' his hand, helped his 
brother to safety and comforted 
him. They walked together toward 



The Son of man Is come to seek and 
to save that which was lost 

(Luke 19:10) 



THE salvation of the world 
will come through Jesus 
Christ. This is a direct 
statement. It is the hope of 
the future. For this, God sent His 
only Son into the world. But even 
more than this — God gave us the 
privilege of "the Open Door." 
Christ is not dead. He is alive in 
the world to-day. The seals of the 
tomb are broken. The stone has 
been rolled away. The promise has 
been spoken. 

Jesus said: "I am the Resurrec- 
tion and the Life; he that believeth 
on Me, though he were dead, yet 
shall he live, and whosoever liveth 
and believeth on Me shall never 
die." 

Easter is even more than a faith 
in immortality. Faith is something 
often dimmed by our sins. It can 
be buried by our daily lives. It 
can be crushed by disappointment 
and sorrow. But Easter gives us 
the open door to life. In giving us 



Jesus, Easter gives us the living 
sign which world-wide faith re- 
quires. Jesus is not a creed, but a 
Friend. His is a personal salvation 



the glowing lights of home, where 
waited ' rest and refreshment and 
high achievement. So at last it 
shall be for all of us who accept 
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RAISED FROM THE DEPTHS — 



The writer of the accompanying mes- 
sage, Envoy H. F. Milans, O.F., went to 
his Reward last year after a salvaged life 
of amazing usefulness. He was editor of 
a great New York daily newspaper until 
intoxicating liquor tumbled him in the 
gutter. Later he became an Inmate in 
a hospital for alcoholics. Pronounced by 
the physicians a desperate and hopeless 
case," he sank lower and lower, until a 
Canadian girl-Salvationist compassion- 
ately stooped over his recumbent fo.-m, 
and with others assisted him to a Salva- 

* 



tlon Army meeting. He was wonderfully 
converted, and by his writings and per- 
sonal efforts was the means in God's 
hands of helping uncounted numbers of 
liquor and drug addicts, many of whom 
In turn to-day are helping to save other 
unfortunates. Envoy Milans was invest- 
ed with the Order of the Founder, The 
Army's highest award to its Soldiers. 

Henry Milans' story is vividly told in 
"Out of the Depths," by Clarence Hall, 
obtainable from The Army's Trade De- 
partment, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 1. 
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for individual personalities. And 
only by the salvation of indivi- 
duals can the world be rescued. 



the glorious 
Christ. 
He who calls 



salvation of Jesus 
Himself our 



Bro- 




By W. EDMUND SMITH 



THROUGH DEATH 



C(J DIE to live!"- cried the tiny 
i seed 

As it Jell beneath the sod. 
"The grave that I find in the womb 
of the earth 
Is the path that leads to God. 
For within is a germ that longs for 
the soil — 
The sun and the showers free: 
Above my grave on a banner shall 
wave 
A hundred just like me," 

"I die to live!" cried the mother- 
to-be, 
When she knew that her time 
had come 

To enter the shadows and wrestle 
with death 



For a darling to gladden the 
home. 
"A wife care-free in society, 
I count not the higher good: 

I die to all ease and my own self- 
life ' 
For the glory of motherhood.." 

"I die to live!" is the patriot's shout 

With his last expiring breath. 
He falls, and the cause of Liberty 

Is nurtured by his death. 
The heritage we enjoy to-day — 

Our banners flung far and wide— 
Is the fruit that waves above the 
graves 

Of those who for Freedom died. 



"I 



die to live!" 
shout 



is the martyr's 



From the rack and the cruel 
stake. 
"This fire and instruments of death 

Can only my shackles break. 
I have caught a glimpse of a larger 
life 
In a Country free from pain: 
To be made free from mortality 
To me is the higher gain." 

"I die to live!" is the Christian's 
shout, 
As he takes the way of the Cross. 
'The things the world has marked 
as gain 
I count only worthless dross. 
I find that death leads to glorious 
life 
Life abundant and full and free: 
A life of service in holy love 
Fruits in Immortality. 



ther will lead us beyond the dan- 
gers of time and place to ow 
Heavenly Father's house, where 
there is a door to other tasks for 
which life has been a preparation. 
Did not He say: "In My Father's 
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house are many mansions: if it 
were not so, I would have told 
you. I go to prepare a place for 
you. And if I go and prepare a 
place for you, I will come again, 
and receive you unto Myself; that 
where I am there ye may be also"? 
Trust yourself to Him by seek- 
ing to live His life. Accept His 
salvation. Then you shall have im- 
mortality in Heaven forever, 

Ages ago God wiped the world 
free of Man and of sin by a great 
flood, but He also promised never 
to do it again. There was a whole- 
sale destruction of Man. God want- 
ed to start all over again with the 
human race. But now, Man has put 
himself in the position of God. He 
holds in his own hands the power 
to completely destroy the world. 
And this destruction can be 
wrought by the most terrifying 
means imaginable. God is keeping 
His hands off as He promised. Now, 
Man holds in his hands the power 
of the atomic bomb. We are in i. 
terrible fix. We have come to the 
point where we are not afraid of 
God, but we are afraid of each 
other! The question that provokes 
us is: are we going to shut the door 
that was once opened or are we 
going to recognize and confess 
Jesus Christ as our Saviour? 

In Jesus Christ is the power of 
salvation— the power to free from 
all sin! Man has only, the power 
of his own destruction through sin 
and mutual annihilation. This is a 
desperate state of affairs! But what 
wonders are accomplished througn 
the love of Christ! He sent His 
disciples into all the world to 
preach "the Word" — the Good 
News — the Gospel — that glorious 
message which can save • men jrom 
themselves and from the deyii. 
God's power is much greater than 
we can ever imagine. He is ano 
gether omnipotent. 

Grace and Multiple Blessings 

The only hope and salvation of 
the world lies in the spreading 01 
the Spirit of Christ, our Lord, ins 
can be done by Christian preach 
ing, teaching and most pi an w 
Christian example. God gives grace 
and multiple blessings to any oi u. 
who will ask. 

So what does Easter mean? Who- 
soever lives and believes as cu" 
Jesus will live so eternally. . m? 
saved person will know here 
now that he can conquer sin 
("Continued on page W 
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11 AINTINGS 

BLESSED 
MANKIND 

Stones of Famous 
Works of Art 



HAT blessings have 
been bestowed upon 
the world by great and 
inspired paintings! 
Mankind would have 
been immeasurably 
poorer, but for the 
masterpieces of art 
that frequently have come out of 
intense earnestness of spirit and 
often out of the furnace of afflic- 
tion. This, no doubt, is why so many 
uf them are so precious. 

Jean Francois Millet was a painter 
of French peasant life who cap- 
tured the imagination of the world 
with his picture. "The Angelus," for 
more reproductions of this "human 
interest" painting are to be seen 
in the world's homes than any 
other masterpiece. 

The Pressure of Poverty 

No doubt like many other in- 
spired creations the painting was 
the outcome of adverse circum- 
stances for there were times in 
Millet's early life when he felt the 
pressure of dire poverty. 

Millet's boyhood was passed 
working in his father's fields, but 
the sight of the engravings in an old 
illustrated Bible set him drawing, 
and thenceforth, while others slept, 
the daily hour of rest was spent 
by the young man in trying to 
render the familiar scenes around 
him. 

The whole family seems, indeed, 
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THE ANGELUS, in which two peasant folk are shown bowed in the attitude of prayer, is a favorite picture in millions Of homes 



to have worn a character of aus- 
terity and dignity, and when Mil- 
let's father finally decided to test 
the vacation of his son as an artist, 
it was with a gravity of authority 
which recalls the patriarchal house- 
holds of Calvinist France. Two 
drawings were prepared and placed 
before a painter at Cherbourg, who 
at once recognized the youth's gifts 
and accepted him as a pupil; but 
shortly after, in 1835, Millet's father 
died and the son, with heroic de- 
votion, took his place at home, nor 
did he return to his beloved work 
until pressing calls from without 
were solemny enforced with the 
wishes of wis own family. He ac- 
cordingly went back to Cherbourg. 
Someone has said, "Blessed are 
the encouragers," and this was true 
in this instance, for later in life 
Millet was heard to say that were 
it not for the small group who be- 





The masterpiece, PRAYING HANDS, 
is the work of Albrecht Durer 



lieved in him he- 
should have lost 
faith in himself. He 
labored with great 
devotion, often amid 
the most difficult 
circumstances and 
h i s pictures, in- 
cluding The Ancje- 
lus, The Gleaners, 
and Man With Hoe, 
are now among the 
world's treasures. 
Few, indeed are too 
poor to purchase 
the prints of these 
famous master- 
pieces. 

JAMES ABBOTT 
M c N E I L L 
WHISTLER (1834- 
1903) was born in 
Lowell, Mass., of 
Irish origin. At 
twenty years of age 
he went to Europe 
to study, and set- 
tled in London. He 
was greatly in- 



Few paintings have a 
more penetrating mes- 
sage, than Hofmann's 
RICH YOUNG RULER. 
The hands of Christ, 
shown in mute appeal, 
have never been sur- 
passed by any artiBt 



iluenced by the French impres- 
sionists, and, although he did not 
pursue their researches into the 
composition of color and light, he 
did a good deal of experimenting in 
subtle differences in tone. 

His portrait of his mother, and 
that of Carlyle in Glasgow Gallery, 
are his two most famous pictures, 
although there are some hundreds 
of his etchings and lithographs, 
very delicate in treatment and tone, 
scattered here and there about the 
world. 

Influenced English Art 

Although general recognition was 
refused him in his lifetime, he ex- 
erted a great influence on English 
painting and on the general artistic 
• taste of his time. 

In a recent survey of pictures 
purchased for home adornment, 
Whistler's Portrait of liis Mother 
was found to be a leading favorite. 

THE famous Scripture studies by 
H. Hofmann, and which hang on 
the walls of Christian homes the 
world over, are admired by millions. 
Inspired art, the paintings of this 
great painter, who passed to his 
reward as late as 1911, will doubt- 
less never decrease in their stand- 
ing in the world of true art. 

Hofmann's RicJi Young Ruler is 
an outstanding example of his 
work, and his head and hands of 
Christ as portrayed in this picture, 
as well as Christ Praying in Gatli- 
samane and other paintings, have 
never been surpassed, 

2'Jie Finding of Christ in the 
Temple and Christ Preaching on 
Lake Geimesaretli, the originals of 
which hang in European galleries, 
are masterpieces indeed, and have 
been reproduced times without 
number. Paintings like these should 
hang in all religious and educa- 
tional establishments. 

Speaking of hands, Albrecht 
Durer's notable Praying Hands, one 
of the world's masterpieces, has 
brought uplift and inspiration to 
uncounted hosts of God's people. 
This picture reminds one of the 
attitude adopted by many who 
petition the Father's throne, al- 
though it should be said that the 
attitude of the heart is much more 
important than that of any part of 
the human frame. 

(Continued on paoc 10) 
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NTS 
OF ALL" 



Some of the Many- 
| sided Activities in 
Which Salvationists 
Serve Their Fellow 
Men and Women 



Diners at one of The Army's Working Men's Hostels enjoy a substantial meal amid bright and clean surroundings 




delighted little 




A sun-porch in the Children's section of a Newfoundland Hospital 
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Disabled war-veterans are cheered by Ralvationist-vi.'iitoru 




Guests at one of The Army's Sunset Lodges for the Aged enjoy a program .of 

niusic and song during the visit of the Territorial Commander, Commissioner 

Chas. Baucjh. LOWER: Nurses trained in one < of The Army's Coast-to-Coast 

Hospitals attend in a body a special gathering 







LEFT: 

Broken 
Earthen- 
ware 
Remade 

That is The 
Army's b u s i- 
ness. It be- 
lieves that 
G o d ' s power 
can restore the 
worst, and that 
there is hope 
for all men and 
women, no 
m a 1 1 e r how 
much their 
lives have been 
brok«n by sin 
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O matter what else men of to- 
i v : ' x-w?> r m l d a i* llia > r think about the cruci- 
) i Kv@^St Tvfe fix ion of Jesus, they tin not 
% iWWW Ik argue over the historical fact, 
which Easter celebrate.-;. Every 
calendar used in Christendom 
witnesses to it. Every business 
letter written by that calendar 
carries the acknowledgment of 
the fact that He was born a 
stated number of years ago and implies, as an 
established fact, that He died, as a young man, 
al the hands of the occupying power in the tur- 
bulent little country of Palestine. Quite apart 
ii'om the significance of His death, ibe geog- 
raphy taught throughout the world takes note 
of it," and history records His passing, by human 
violence from the scene of human action. 

The great difference between this fact of his- 
tory and all others for me is that I am, in some 
strange way which I cannot escape, so closely 
concerned with this point in the long record of 
events upon earth that I feel that I, as a creature 
of the twentieth century was in the deepest 
sense a participator in it. 

I do not feel in this way regarding any other 
fact in history, striking and moving ns many of 
Them are. In fruitful Kent, the English county of 
mv birth, is the lovely Cathedral of Canterbury, 
founded by St. Augustine when England first, 
received the Christian message. In its gentle 
green valley, that treasure of architecture is a 
record in stone of some of the most stirring 
chapters of English history. I have been taken 
into those cool, shadowed cloisters, and shown 
the memorials to many brave men. Then I have 
come to the place where the blood of a famous 
cleric ran down upon the grey stones. 

"This is the spot," my guide has said to me, 
"this is the spot where Thomas a Beckett, the 
proud and powerful prelate, was at prayer when 
five of the king's knights came upon him with 
drawn swords." 

After tension had arisen between the church 
and the throne they had heard the king say im- 
patiently: 

"Will no one rid me of this pestilent priest?" 
They had taken the petulent cry as a royal 
command and hurried to Canterbury with mur- 
der in their hearts. Thomas a Beckett was kneel- 
ing before the altar, wearing his priestly vest- 
ments, but the knights did not wait. They struck 
him, and his blood ran down upon the sacred 
stones. 

The story touches my heart. Its drama, strug- 
gle and tragedy come vividly before me, but I 
do not feel that it has anything to do with me. 
I come away from Canterbury grateful for a 
history lesson, but that is all. 

I go to the place, dear to many, where Mary, 
Queen of Scots, was beheaded. I stand, and look, 
and say to myself: 

"The unhappy Queen!" 

I think of those who loved her and those who 
hated her. I ponder over her restless life, with 
its continual storms blowing upon her until she 
had to die, with the axe upon her slender neck. 
But I do not feel that her life and death have 
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anything to do \vi; 
member the store!" 

But 1 go hi.nV 
evening, after 1 h:e 
men and women :'- 
like to hear a litti 
cording machine a 
Stall Band of The Salvation" Ar 
men's voices singing the old ] 
"Were you there when tin '-' cmc 
And I feel deeply and "uu oo 
question is fen- me". I lvph". "\\ 
Indeed, I was there!" 

This matter has to do with 
fact in history. Somehuw, I was 
when He carried His heavv cr 
dreadful hill. I was there as the 
around Him. mocking and railing, I 
they nailed II im to the Cross. 

'"Were you there," the voice;; as I-:, 
laid Him in the tomb?" My heart nnsv.v:-.-; "Ye", 
I was there." This death, tins crueltv. tins awful 
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suffering is my busine 
history. 
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WHY do I feel like this? It is 1W f because of 
an emotional reaction to an oft-told story. 
My emotions are moved, it is true, by every 
thought of Calvary, but this matter goes deeper 

than that. I am 
& <b»i j, brought to Cal- 

An Easter v->- »>- ™ -> 

by my need of 
eOlt at lOtt my *-..a. of guilt, 
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General A® Orsbora 

International Leader of The Salvation Army 

by my identity with the human race in its need 
of a Saviour. There is something personal, to 
me, about Calvary: 

In those wound a my name, 1 see, 
For He died instead of me. 

Even when men do not kneel in humble prayer 
before Calvary; even when they stand hostile or 
indifferent, they cannot escape their share in 
this central scene in all history. For here God 
broke in upon the human race in His final reve- 
lation of Himself, and all men, because of their 
sinful humanity, are vitally concerned. 

When Jesus came we gave Him no house to 
dwell in among men, but we gave Him a Cross 
by the side of the road, where all the world goes 
by to watch Him die. That dying was as unique 
as His rising again. Thousands of other men 
died on the shameful cross during the cruel 
Roman years. On one occasion six thousand were 
crucified to break the insurgent national spirit. 
Not one of those who died on their crosses could 
speak rcdemptively to me, or to any man. They 
were human creatures suffering at the hands of 
other human creatures. He was "Christ Jesus, 
whom God hath sot forth to be a propitiation 
through faith in His blood" (Romans 3:25). Be- 
cause of that, my sins take me to Calvary, 

It was there that I found that those hands 
which were nailed to the Cross had a lifting 




power beyond anything I had known before. He 
who was lifted lip drew men to linn. That is 
our Salvation. By Him wo ore lifted out of our 
sins and redeemed, so that there is "now no 
condemnation to them which are in Christ Jesus 
who walk not after the tiesh but alter the Spirit" 
(Romans 11:1). Yes. I was there and I am there, 
nt the Cross of Christ my Redeemer . . . 

FOR those who Live Him, Easter emohoskes 
an abiding truth. It underlines r.i continuing 
fact, as the child's- arms thrown around the 
mother's neck re-state the unchanging fact of 
the love between them. 

It is essential that we cherish this underlining 
of truth. But I am more an:;ious to speid: to 
those for whom Easter is nothing more than a 
passing calendar event, a mere break in the 
routine of life because Christendom lias chosen 
to mark Easter with a holiday festival. Your 
place at the Cross is vacant. It is there, fur you, 
but you have not come near to claim the bin -hip 
and the gift. Other things are far more real to 
you than Calvarv — your inner conflicts, your 
feeling of frustration, your failure to find any- 
thing more in life than the strugedo to oseane its 
grim burdens, or to hear them stoically, without 
hope of understanding them. With some there is 
deep hunger in the soul. Yon cry with Francis 
Thompson: 

I stand amid the. dnst a' the vumnded 

years — 
My mangled youth lies dead henauth 

the heap. 
My dayu have crackled and gone up in 

smalzo, 
Have puffed and hurst a:: mtn-utarts on. 

a stream. 
Yen, ffiileth vow even dream, 
The dreamer and the lute the hitan'wt . . . 

If you feel like that you are near to Calvary, 
near to the Cross from which, amidst His agony, 
His hand is "outstretched caressingly" . . . 

This year The Salvation Army is strivim? to 
be used by God to reach as many ns possible 
with the news of the personal meaning of the 
Cross to men. 

We are busy with a "Fighting Faith" Cru- 
sade, seeking to bring before men the faith of the 
Son of God. This faith is not merely objective. 
It is something which we share with Christ. Firsf 
we accept Christ as our Saviour and then we live 
in Him "who of God is made unto us wi-dom 
and righteousness and sanctification and re- 
demption." 

S I have travelled the Old and Nov; Worlds 
during the past few months I have been 
deeply impressed with the urgent need, for a 
restoration of faith amongst men — faith in each 
other, faith in human destiny, and above all, 
faith in God. (Continued on paye 12) 
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"YOU NEED CHRIST— CHRIST NEEDS YOU" 



Painting by Hofmann 



THE MAN OF GALILEE 

OISHOP PHILLIPS BROOKS many years ago wrote the following 
^ statement, which has been repeated countless times — and is worth 
repeating again: 

Here is a Man who was bom in an obscure village, the child of a 
peasant woman. He grew up in an obscure village. He worked in a 
carpenter's shop until He was thirty, and then for three years He 
was an itinerant teacher. He never wrote a book. He never held an 
office. He never owned a home. He never had a family. He never 
went to collage. He never travelled two hundred miles from the 
place where He was born. He never did one of the things that 
usually accompany greatness. He had no credentials but Himself. 
He had nothing to do with this world except the power of His divine 
manhood. 

While still a young man, the tide of popular opinion turned 
against Him. His friends ran away. One of them denied Him, He was 
turned over to His enemies. He went through the mockery of a trial. 
He was nailed upon a cross betwen two thieves. His executioners 
gambled for the only piece of property He had on earth while He 
was dying — His coat. When He was dead He was taken down and 
laid in a borrowed grave through the pity of a friend. 

Nineteen wide centuries have come and gone. To-day He is the 
centrepiecp of the human race and the Leader of the column of 
progress. 

I am far within the mark when I say that all the armies that 
ever marched, and all the navies that ever were built, and all the 
parliaments that ever sat, and all the kings that ever reigned, put 
together, have not affected the life -of man upon this earth as power- 
fully as has THAT ONE SOLITARY LIFE. 
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A Three-Letter Word That 
Forms a Passport Into the 
Heavenly Fath- 
ers Love and 
Confidence 
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HERE is a word in 
the New Testament — 
one of Christ's force- 
ful and significant 
words — that has a 
deep meaning for all 
who would make the 
most of this present 
life and the enduring life to come. 

It is a word of three letters, and 
like other potent words used by the 
Master when speaking to the com- 
paratively small throngs that press- 
ed about Him in. old Judea, is in- 
tended for the whole world. It is 
the word ASK "Ask," says Christ, 
"that ye may receive, seek and ye 
shall find, knock and it shall be 
opened unto you." 

Now the conditions "seek" and 
"kn6ck" are contained in the open- 
ing word- of the text, as is the pur- 
pose of this message to show. 

The Master-Speaker, it is of in- 
terest to note, never chose a long, 
hard-to-understand word where a 
short one would accomplish the 
same purpose. The most forceful, 
penetrating words in our language 
are usually the most powerful, and 
though, simple, make a direct ap- 
peal to the heart. Consider the 
terms, "God," "save," "look," 
"grace," "home," "faith" "and "love." 
The smallest things, like the atom, 
often are capable of stupendous 
possibilities; the simplest truths are 
the most profound; and such a 'tiny 
object as a mustard seed — especi- 
ally of faith, another short word — 
may tear mountains asunder and 
divide seas. 

WHEN Christ bade his listeners 
ask of God for their need to 
be supplied, other conditions were 
implicit in His command, and these 
were that they seek, and also 




NOCK 



knock. One may ask waveringly, 
or without any great degree of 
urgency, or with a wrong motive. 
"For let not that man think that he 
shall receive anything of the Lord," 
warns James. Man's greatest need 
comes from the heart and requires 
proportionate earnestness. He must 
not only ask, but he must seek with 
the zeal of the woman looking for 
the lost coin; and with the im- 
portunity of the man knocking at 
the door of the house of his friend 
at midnight, and expecting a favor- 
able answer. 

Ask . . . Seek . . . Knock . . . In- 
structions simple enough for a child 
to understand, plain enough for the 
slow-witted, clear enough for the 
wayfaring man though a fool to 
grasp the meaning thereof. 

The Heavenly Father delights to 



hear the request made to Him by 
the sinner for mercy, He finds 
pleasure in the supplications of the 
humblest of His saints. The ear of 
the One that neither slumbers nor 
sleeps is ever attentive to the 
faintest cry. No earthly mother 
desires more earnestly to attend to 
the lightest needs of the child so 
near to her heart than does the 
Heavenly Father. 

To those who fall, how kind 
thou art, 

How good to those who seek. 

The measure of earnestness with 
which a man seeks the Divine bless- 
ing is often the measure of blessing 
that he receives. Asking is one 
thing, seeking is another,. To seek 
one must put effort into one's pe- 
tition. Thousands of men trudged 
through the snow-covered Chilcoot 
Pass— the trail of '98 — to seek for 
gold. Nothing else mattered; hard- 
ships, privations, toil were all en- 
dured for the sake of the glittering 
yellow metal. To find Heaven's 
Gold one must seek, until it is 
found. "Seek," says Jesus, "and ye 
shall find." 

THE figure of a door is a familiar 
one in the Scriptures. It is an 
illustration that is easily understood 
by old and young, by learned and 
unlearned, by rich and poor. Most 
persons pass through a door several 
times a day; to knock upon a portal 
in Bible times was an everyday ex- 
perience. By employing this corn- 



Famous French 

Painter's 

Home 

A group of 
Canadian Sal- 
vationists who 
gave service 
in Europe dur- 
ing the last 
war are shown 
before the hum- 
ble home of 
Millet, the 
French artist, 
whose famous 
picture, "The 
Angelus," is 

reproduced on 
page seven of 
this issue 




mon illustration Christ brought be- 
fore the minds of His hearers the 
further urgency of His message. 
"Knock, and it SHALL be opened 
unto you." 

Anyone may knock; even a child 
can do this. A beggar's poverty does 
not prevent him 1 performing the 
act, and a wanderer's appearance at 
the door is a cause for rejoicing. 
Years ago, in Army meetings, a 
favorite song for young seekers ran: 

"I am c'oming home to Jesus, 
Mother, with all my load of 
sin. , 

I am knocking at the Door of 
Mercy, 

Oh, say, will He let me in?" 

Knocking on God's Door implies 
the expectation that it will be open- 
ed. It implies earnestness and even 
vigorous effort. It implies that faith 
in the Divine promises will be re- 
warded. It means an invitation to 
God's House, an entrance into His 
heart and favor; a share of His love, 
and best of all assurance of the for- 
giveness of sins through the Ever- 
lasting Covenant. 

My God is reconciled, 
His pardoning voice I near; 

He owns me for His child, 
I can no longer fear; 

With confidence I now draw 
nigh, ' , 7,™ 

And "Father, Abba Fatherl 



INTINGS T 



(Continued from page 7) 

PERHAPS the best story of a U » 
linked up with Hotaan Hum 
whose famed picture, The Light w 
the World, has spoken its penetw v 
ing eye-gate message to a nuu 
'tude of hearts. , „„. fl t 

It is related that experts wee at 
work upon the masterpiece W^ 
occupies a place in at. 
Cathedral, London, when a co' 
Of the great canvas revealed a 
pencilled words concluding 
the artist's signature. _ eV| 

The message was a simple -V™{ e fy 
doubtless from the 8"** £ a p A SS 
heart: "MASTER, DO NOT f» 
ME BY," 
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SO begins a popular Chinese 
proverb, "A thousand days 
at home are all enjoyable, 
every moment outside is 
difficult." The difficulties, 
however, do not deter the 
intrepid Chinese nor the 
missionary from travelling. 

Missionaries soon discover that 
almost any journey in China can 
become an adventure, no matter 
what the mode of travel be; the 
railway train with coaches over- 
crowded inside and out, the nearest 
window the one means of entry or 
exit; ice-boats propelled at an 
amazing speed by iron spikes, but 
liable to disappear through the ice, 
leaving the traveller up to his chin 
in water; Peking carts with wooden 
springless wheels and a covered 
space a yard square from which the 
rider will emerge much battered 
and bruised; boats pulled along at 
.snail's pace by straining coolies on 
the river-bank; motor buses of 
obsolete design with passengers 
frequently getting out to push; 
wheel-barrows that do not add to 
one's dignity; bicyeles having to be 
carried through weary miles of 

"Major Harold Littler entered The 
Army's service from Derbyshire, Eng- 
land, and has served many years in 
China. At one time he was Editor of The 
War Cry published in Peking. His wife 
(Captain Nellie Fisher) a Canadian Offi- 
cer and member of a well-known Sal- 
vationist family, was stationed at Swift 
Current, Snsk., with the late Major 
Maggie Andrew. One Officer went to 
India and the other to China from this 
small centre. Major and Mrs. Littler, 
during the last war, spent a long period 
in a Japanese internment camp. 



mud and not least, on foot to places 
impossible to reach by any oilier 
means. 

In a Crowded Freijrlit-ear 

One quickly recognizes that 
travelling affords very close con- 
tact with the people and gives un- 
rivalled opportunities for preaching 
the Word of God. After waiting 
three days for a train on one occa- 
sion, the writer found himself 
crowded in a freight-car beside a 
Chinese student who produced a 
New Testament and asked what it 
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LIFE IN OLD 
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Major Harold Littler* 





The Tomb of Sun Yat-sen, founder and first president of the Chinese Republic, 
which many Canadian Missionary Officers have seen in their Journeys in China 



all meant. The hours spent on that 
journey gave ample time to tell the 
story. 




When, after nightfall, the boat- 
men of our little boat had lost their 
bearings while crossing a lake, the 
boat was blown on to a mid-bank. 
It was decided, therefore, to stay 
until day-break. 

The half-dozen passengers turned 
to The Army Officer and said, "Tell 
us about the Christian Gospel, we 
have all night to listen." So the end 
of a strenuous day's march found 
us in the courtyard of a village inn, 
with a crowd of villagers seated 



A Native of Old China and his curiously, 
wrought incense burner 

before us, drawn out of curiosity, 
but staying until a late hour under 
the light of the stars listening to 
the message of Salvation. 

Travelling often brings encour- 
agement in unexpected ways. In an 
ancient walled town we discovered 
an aged Christian, too old for 
physical exertion, but able to stand 
in the market-place with Scripture 
texts pinned to his coat — a silent 
witness leading to many a con- 
versation on spiritual things. A 
young converted school - teacher 
was found living in a secluded vil- 
lage, having turned his home into 
a meeting place and exercising a 
faithful ministry amongst his 
neighbors. A little old woman 
hurried after us as we passed 
through a small hamlet, to tell us 
that slie also was a Christian. 

A Gleam From a Lantern 

Endings of journeys bring satis- 
faction, too. When arriving at the 
massive gates of the city, long 
after they have closed for the 
night, there is a creak of the gate, 
a gleam from the guard's lantern 
catches the characters on one's cap- 
band, and a voice calls out, "Come 
inside, Salvation Army." It is a 
grateful Officer who steps through 
the gate and hurries along the dark 
narrow streets to his Quarters. 



King HezekioWs Tunnel 



ONE Biblical mo?ui«ie7tt i?i Jeru- 
salem, ivhich is the work of 
man's hand, is not only in- 
disputably genuine, but is abso- 
lutely unchanged from the Bible 
days, says Mr. Norman Bentwich, in 
his book, "A Wanderer in the 
Promised Land." It is tlie tunnel 
built by King Hezekiah during the 
invasion of the Assyrian hordes, to 
carry the waters from the spring 
which lay outside the walls of his 
fortress-capital to the enclosure of 
the city, so that those within might 
have to drink, and the invaders 
might not cut off the very life of 
the defenders. 

The many invasions and sieges of 
Jerusalem have not destroyed or 
impaired this ancient piece of en~ 
gineering. And though in the winter 
months it is not possible to pass 
along the tunnel, during the long 
kummer spell of rainlessness, when, 
the waters subside, it may be pene- 
trated — in waders. The knowledge 
of its course, indeed, was hidden 
for centuries. 
Some fifty years ago, however, 



LIGHT AND SHADE.— A busy marke 
street in a large modern Chinese city 
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one of the pioneers of Palestine 
archaeology, M. Clermont-Ganncau, 
the French Consul in Jerusalem, 
after a Jeivish schoolboy had passed 
through the channel then thought 
to be impassable, recovered a tablet 
which records its making in one of 
the oldest Hebrew inscriptions ex- 
tant. The inscription, which was in 
Assyrian Script, runs thus simply: 

"Behold, the boring through (Is 
completed) ; and this is the theory of 
the boring through. While yet the 
excavators were lifting up the pick, 
each towards his fellow, and while 
yet there were three cubits to be 
bored through, there was heard the 
voice of one calling to another, for 
there was a crevice in the rock on 
the right hand. 

"They rose up, they struck on the 
west of the boring, the stone-cut- 
ters struck each to vieet his fellow, 
pick to pick, and the waters flowed 
from the source to the Pool for a 
thousand and two hundred cubits; 
and three quarters of a cubit was 
the height of the ?-oc)c above the 
heads of the stone-cutters." 

The carving was cut by a bandit 
out of the rock where it was found, 
and broken and damaged. But it 
reposes now in the Museum of 
Constantinople. 
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Meaning of Easter 
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CASTER is the greatest and 
most significant festival of 
the Christian Church. It 
comes at the time of year 
when Nature springs to life and 
plant-life revives everywhere. 

But Easter does not come just to 
remind us that Jesus Christ died 
and rose agaizi many years ago. 
That is a matter of history. It comes 
to tell us that Jesus is alive to-day; 
alive in love, condescension, and 
power; alive and willing, yes, long- 
ing, to bring to needy souls hope, 
pardon, and strength. 

Easter, too, means gladness. It is 
a season of rejoicing and song. "We 
are not as men "having no hope, 
and without ,God in the world." All 
our hopes are in God. The Christian 
is a natural optimist. He has seen 
in the Scriptures the triumph of 



Jesus over the world's enemies. He 
has experienced in his own life the 
fulfilment of the promises and pur- 
poses of God. He feels within him- 
self some of the surgings of the 
power capable of transforming the 
world. 

Again, Easter means newness of 
life. It resembles the Spring-time; 
no wonder that it is a time of joy, 
gladness and resurgence. We wel- 
come Easter because it comes, 
bringing with it new life. When we 
are discouraged with ourselves, our 
failures; when it seems that evil 
would triumph; the message of 
Easter is, "Awake, awake, put on 
thy strength, O Zion, put on thy 
beautiful garments, O Jerusalem." 

Lives of Faith and Service 

Jesus said, "I am come that ye 
might have life." We need this new 
life. It will enable us to live new 
lives; lives of faith, and hope, and 
love in the service of the Easter 
King. 

Easter is the Spring-time of, the 



Winged Missionaries 



(Continued fr 
He was a manufacturer of drain 
tile, employing a number of work- 
men. The tiles had to be burned 
in a great kiln, which during the 
process had to be watched constant- 
ly. In this latter duty Jack Miner 
always chose for himself the 
watch-period during the latter half 
of the night, because, he said, "it 
is always so quiet then, I feel I 
am alone with God." 

Asked how he came to put a 
verse of Scripture on each tag, Jack 
would say: "Early one morning 
like a star shooting across the 
heavens, God's radio — or God's 
guidance, if you wish to call it 
that, said to me: 'Stamp verses of 
Scripture on the blank side of your 
duck and goose bands.' From the 
very first time I stamped a verse on 
a band, I felt the help of God and 
knew I now had my tagging sys- 
tem complete." It is interesting and 
inspiring to learn that the very 
first verses he used were taken 
from a Salvation Army calendar 
given to him by an Army lass. 

Jack started the very first year 
using the birds as "missionaries," 



om page 4) 

but nothing was heard of his "re- 
ligious geese," as the neighborhood 
boys called them, until early in the 
fall. Then one day he received a 
telegram from Rev, W. G. Walton, 
of Cochrane, Ont., at that time the 
most northerly railroad station. 
The message read: "Am on my way 
to your home with several bands 
placed on birds by you and taken 
off by Indians and Eskimos in the 
Arctic Circle." A couple of days 
later the sender of the telegram 
arrived at the Kingsville Sanctuary. 
What a wonderful scene it was! 
Jack Miner, seated in front of his 
fireplace, and the devout mission- 
ary digging his hands into his poc- 
kets and pulling out the bands, and 
giving them to the man who had 
sent them out in faith by his 
strange winged carriers. 

As his visitor laid the priceless 
bit of metal in Miner's hand, he 
said: "Mr. Miner, I have brought 
the bands to you, because these 
verses from the Holy Book have 
caused a great revival and awaken- 
ing of religious interest among our 
native Indians and Eskimos, I have 
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new heart, and which calls everyone 
to a beginning. Let this Easter-time 
be the gateway to a higher and nob- 
ler life — the life that Christ came 
to give every man. 

Easter means Victory. Jesus is 
not the Victim; He is the Victor. He 
was a Father-chosen and a self- 
appointed Sufferer; One Who gave 
His life a ransom for sinners. 

The resurrection of Christ proves 
that the cross was not a calamity 
which He could not avoid. It was a 
sacrifice which He was willing to 
make — a cup which He cheerfully 
drained. He tasted death for every 
man, and that all might live vic- 
toriously in Him. 

Easter, if anything at all, means 
immortality. It is the emblem of 
hope. It marks the shining way 
from Calvary to Glory. 

"Beyond this vale of tears 
There is a life above 

Unmeasured by the flight of 
years 
And all that life is love." 

We must not, however, misinter- 
pret the message of the newness of 
life. It is not that we are just to 
live a new life after death. The 
grandest truth is that we are to live 
new lives here and now. We cannot 
expect to live the new life after 
death if the new life is not within 



come to tell you that they all be- 
lieve that these messages were sent 
direct from God — as, indeed, they 
are! They came to me to interpret 
the messages. What a privilege 
that was!" 

The Scripture verses imprinted 
on the bands were great favorites 
of the naturalists, usually promises, 
such as "No good thing will He 
withhold from them that walk up- 
rightly," or "Have faith in God." 
When a Cree Indian, or Eskimo of 
the Hudson's Bay district brought 
down a banded bird having a verse 
of Scripture on the band, he always 
took it to the missionary for inter- 
pretation. The missionary, in turn, 
took the Bible quotation as his text 
for his next Sunday sermon. Every 
one turned out "to' hear what God 
says this time!" 

Little did Jack Miner realize at 
the time he put the verses on the 
birds, that it was going to work 
such wonders, not only from the 
(Continued in column 4) 
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L.O, the winter is 
past, 
The rain is over and 

gone; 
The flowers appear on 

the earth; 
The time of the sing- 
ing of birds is 

come, 
And the voice of the 

turtle is he aid in 

our land; 
The % tree putteth 

forth her green 

figs, 
And the vines with 

the tender grapes 

give a good smell. 




Song of Solomon. 



A Laka Country scene in 

Britain, the Empire's 

Motherland 



us before death. Our Lord said, 
"He that hath the Son hath life." 

Do not these words of the Saviour 
mean that Eternal Life may begin 
in our hearts and lives right here 
on earth? 

He rose again, and He lives in 

my heart, 
Where all is peace and perfect 

love. 
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HERE! 

(Continued from page 9) 

The spirit of weariness and fear- 
is so widespread, it would be 
utterly depressing were it not for 
our personal knowledge that faith 
can be restored if we will accept 
the gift of life in God. 

Calvary invites us to seek the 
cure for this dread disease. Never 
before has the need, been so great, 
for every increase in men's powers 
over Nature increases their peril 
if they live without God. All this 
widespread restlessness, this break- 
ing of hedges and admitting of ser- 
pents, this casting off of restraints 
and defiance of truth has death in 
it. So we are seeking to rouse a 
sense of personal interest in the 
Cross of Christ. 

Will you come near, with your 
sense of guilt, your hopes or fears 
or bewilderment? If so, you will 
find here the answer you need. For 
your sins, — there is forgiveness, 
spoken by the love that was strong 
enough to make Calvary possible. 
With your sins forgiven your gum 
will be rolled away, like Pilgrims 
bundle tumbling off at the foot of 
the Cross. For your fears you will 
find light and hope and purpose 
which will invigorate all your liv- 
ing; in place of bewilderment you 
will see "the message which w e 
have heard of Him . . . that God is 
light and in Him is no darkness at 
all" (1 John 1:5). 

But it must be a personal ap- 
proach. You must come yourself to 
Calvary. 

Until we can say "I was there! 
we can not know what is the mean- 
ing of the central fact in all history, 

(Continued from column 3) 
spiritual standpoint, but also that 
the missionaries would become his 
agents in collecting them for mm 
in the far north, and would at the 
same time, in this way, produce in- 
formation as to the migration 
routes of Canada's wild fowl,. PJ" " 
viding scientific data of inestimable 
value never before available. 
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Great and Small Beauty Spots, Where 

Men and Women Work "In 

Partnership With God" 
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THIS universe is crammed 
with wonderful things. 
Among them, undeniable, and 
demonstrated in unmistak- 
able manner, is the fact that God 
actually chooses to act in close 
partnership with man. 

Every man who plants a seed in 
the brown earth, plants it in faith 
that God will work with him, will 
.■••end the soft rain and the life- 
giving rays of the sun. 

Or, shall I put it in another way? 
God, put the germ of life within the 
seed and gave to millions of tiny 
creatures the task of tunnelling the 
soil far below the surface of the 
earth, making it porous so that 
fertility becomes possible. Having 
done this, He stands by, waiting for 
man to come into partnership with 
Him. It takes God and man to bring 
a rose into perfect bloom. 

The highly-cultivated rose is so 
much bigger, so much more beauti- 
ful and fragrant than the wild rose 
from which it has been developed. 
God and man have been in partner- 
ship. 

A wooden tablet hanging at the 
entrance to a nursery garden I 
visited last spring, has inscribed on 
it Dorothy Gurney's famous lines: 

"The kiss of the sun for par- 
don; 
The song of the birds for 
viirth ; 
One is nearer God's heart in a 
garden 
Than anywhere else on 
earth." 



You are very near the heart of 
God when you're in partnership 
with Him, whatever the character 
of the work. Life will take un 
added beauty and meaning, if one 
is increasingly conscious of that 
partnership. 

Awareness of God's Presence 

It so happens that the owner of 
the gardens mentioned has this 
uwareness of God. He regards his 
garden as a temple into which peo- 
ple may come and worship and 
meditate. And what a beautiful 
temple it is! 

Surrounding a spacious lawn are 
ornamental trees, chewy, peach, 
crabapple and plum. 
They form a back- 
ground of delicate 
pink and white love- 
liness, and covering 
the banks in early 
spring is a literal car- 
pet of daffodils. Among 
these one find some 
of the aristocrats of 
the daffodil family. 
Pure white daffodils 
—the Beersheba, Port- 
gilly and Fortune, the 
Red Trumpet and 
Daisy Shaffer, 

These flowers are 
the result of long 
years of culture and 
hybridization. It takes 
from six to seven 
years to produce a 
• daffodil from seed 
and then out of as 
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Canadian gardens, like 
those around the world, 
are both small and large 
and of infinite variety. 
The Dominion, however, 
has some of the largest 
parks in the world, some 
of which, shared by the 
United States, are Inter- 
national Goodwill Parks 
and commemorate the 
notable fact that Canada 
and the United States 
have the longest unde- 
fended boundary-line in 
the world — with never a 
fortress along its vast 
lenath of 3,000 or more 
miles. The Peace Arch 
at Blaine, Washington 
(shown below) set In a 
small park, la symbolical 
of a great and enduring 
friendship 
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many as 10,000 seeds 
there may be only 
two or three that de- 
velop, into blooms 
worth retaining. To 
produce an hybrid 
takes years of applied 
knowledge and skill 
hut it is a fascinating 
adventure, working in 
partnership with God, 
for it cannot be fore- 
seen what discoveries 
may be made, what 
new forms of beauty 
may be evolved and 
given to the world. 
There is always the 
exciting possibility of 
developing a rare 
bloom. 

A little later, pur- 
ple abresia, yellow al- 
lysum, salmon - pink 
phlox, penstemon blues, whites and 
pinks, will tumble over the rocker- 
ies in a riot of glorious color; 
azaleas will burst into flame, and 
rhododendrons into bloom. Amongst 
these will be found some of the 
newer hybrids, rare and unusual 
specimens. 

And the tul'tys 1 . Giants, standing 
three feet high, in brilliant and 
contrasting color. The Dutch tulips, 
the first to bo imported since the 
war are truly magnificent, symbols 
of courage expressed in flamboyant 
beauty. There are black tulips, with 
such intriguing names as "Queen of 
the Night"; tulips with feathered 
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plumes named appropriate! 
Parrot:;." It would take eolumr 
describe them all. 

There is no racial discrimination 
in a garden, for there are flowers 
from all corners of the globe. There 
are dwarf daffodils. "Angel's Tears," 
and ''Petticoats," from Spain; dwarf 
rhododendrons, cultivated 10,000 
feet up the Himalayan mountains. 
A rose tree comes from the Hima- 
layas, and plants from the Orient. 
From Asia Minor there are dwarf 
tulips, and for the first time a 
flower is being grown in Canada 
from seed brought from Gibraltar. 
It is a delicate salmon-colored 
flower named "Drachia." 

There are other gardens where 
men are working in partnership 
with God. It may be a little plot, 
a young people's group which 
patiently sows the living seed. 
Surely they need as much skill and 
knowledge and patience as the pro- 
fessional horticulturist and hybrid- 
izer. The horticulturist has to at- 
tend an agricultural college, he has 
to study the constituents of the 
soil; must know how to defeat the 
enemies of plant life. After having 
learned all that he can, and after 
preparing the ground and planting 
the seed, he then has to keep con- 
stant vigil and — wait in patience for 
God to give the increase. 

And there is this lesson: If this 
is essential to success in a garden of 
flowers how much more rnust it be 
in a garden of souls. 



H - A - N - - S 

By S. RUPERT BROADFOOT, K,C, Ottawa 

Inspired by Albrecht Durcr's famous pointing, "Praying Hands.' 



HANDS, Hands, Hands, 
Generous thumbs, 
Mean, close-held digits, 
Little fingers bearinQ siflns 

artistry, 
Nervous, bitten nails, 
Hands. 

What kind of hands are these, 
Raised to God Almiflhty7 
My hands7 
Your hands? 
Hands. 

I trow, these hands 
Nailed Him to the Tree, 
Hands like yours— 
Like mine — 
Hands. 



Hands raised for mercy — 
GrudHinfl-Olvcn to His little 



ones, 



Lustful hands, aping innocence 
We .never knew since childhood. 
Hands. 

Hands of Golgotha, 
Hands of Coventry, 
Bloody hands, 
Groping hands. 
Hoping hands, 
Hands. 

The hands of all the ao.es, 

Begging, 

Pleading still, 

Dear Christ — 

Two thousand years are gone 

And, still, we lift 

Our puny hands in prayer. 

These trembling hands, 

The red, unhappy hands, 

Of all this seeking world — 

To Thee . . , our hands. 
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THE MAN OF SORROWS . . .ACQUAINTED WITH GRIEF 



E1NG If £ 
YOUR 
TEARS 



Let Us Be Mindful of Those 
Nearby; Ready to Touch the 
Shoulder of Our Needy 



SEVERAL years ago Mr. Ed- 
win Markham and I visited 
The Salvation Army Bowery 
Corps in Detroit, Michigan, 
where Mr. Markham read some of 
his poems. He was very deeply 
touched by his visit to people who 
do so much for the "underprivil- 
eged," as Mr. Markham termed the 
needy in body and soul. 

When we got home I said to him, 
"I want a copy of the poems you 
read this evening, for I have a feel- 
ing that you tried to select those 
which fit into the spirit of The 
Army's attitude toward humanity. 
Did you not?" 

"I did, William," he answered. 
"You are right about that. I never 
go to give readings of my poems 
that I do not try to select those 
which seem to me to express the 
spirit of the group which I am ad- 
dressing. Take the lines — " 

Then he quoted these immortal 
lines which he had read that eve- 
ning: 

Shine on me, Secret Splendor, till I 

feel 
That all are one upon the mighty 

wheel. 
Let me be brother to the meanest 

clod, 

Knowing he, too, bears on the 

dream of God; 
Yet be fastidious and have such 

friends 
That when I think, of them my soul 

ascends! 

We sat in front of my wood fire 
as we talked and read his poetry. 
"Take the first four lines of that 
poem," he commented; "and you 
have the spirit of The Salvation 
Army as General William Booth 
and I used to visualize it. 

"Once I read that to General 
Booth and he said to me, reverent- 
ly, 'Nobody else has put the spirit 
of The Army in four lines as accur- 
ately and u'nderstandingly as you 
have in these four lines, Mr, Mark- 
ham.' 

"There is one other little poem of 
mine that I consider expresses The 
Salvation Army spirit, though." 

Then he read to me another of 
his tender, sympathetic, under- 
standing poems. This one is en- 
titled, "Bring Me Your Tears." 

7 do not ask your very all, 

I only ask a part, 
Bring me, when dancers leave the 

hall your aching heart. 
Give other friends your lighted face, 

The laughter of the years; 
I come to crave a greater grace: 

Bring me your tears. 

"Almost every man in that audi- 
ence to-night had an aching heart," 
continued Mr. Markham. "I could 
see that when I stood up in front 
of them, and my heart bled for 



them. I wanted to take every single 
one of those men into my arms and 
hold them close to comfort them. 
These days of depression have 
brought too many wounds to too 
many hearts. I noticed that when I 
read the poem many of them wept. 
That's why I say that this poem ex- 
presses the very essence of the 
spirit of The Army. General Booth's 
great plea day and night, and hour 
by hour, in every city of every land 



free." That's what we saw in that Neighbor ill Body, 
meeting to-night. It almost made - _ , n _, . 

is e cr K y t t0 , 1 ^ a ™ m vhlh°i,°pn y Mind and boul 

thought of that poem which is en- 
graved on the Statue of Liberty 
near my Staten Island home, but I 
also thought of my own poem: 
'Bring Me Your Tears.' That is the 
spirit of The Salvation Army and 
that was the spirit of my comrade, 
General William Booth. One day, 
Vachel Lindsay and I were talking 
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on this earth, is 'Bring me your 
tears.' " 

Mr. Markham shifted his posi- 
tion, got . up from his big chair, 
and paced up and down in front of 
the fire as the light gleamed on his 
beautiful white hair and beard. 
"William," he said, "do you know 
the lines written about The Statue 
of Liberty by Emma Lazarus?" 

I replied that I did not remember 
them, and then he said: 

"They have the same spirit in 
them as my 'Bring Me Your Tears' 
only these lines picture this great, 
democratic nation speaking to all 
outcasts of the earth as they turn 
hungry, eager eyes toward our 
shores. 

Not like the brazen giant of Greek 

fame, 
With conquering limbs astride from 

land to land, 
Here at our sea-washed sunset gates 

shall stand 
A mighty woman 

whose flame 
Is the imprisoned 

her name 
Mother of exiles. From her beaco?i 

hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her 

mild eyes command 
The air-bridge harbor that twin 

cities frame 
"Keep, ancient lands, your storied 

pomp/" cried she 
With silent lips. "Give me your 

tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to 

breathe free. 
The wretched refuse of your teem- 
ing shore. 
Send these, the homeless, the 

tempest-tossed, to me. 
I lift my lamp beside the golden 

door!" 

That old poet's eyes were shin- 
ing with tenderness when he quot- 
ed the last lines of that poem, shin- 
ing in the light of that wood fire. 
Then he added, "That, too, is the 
spirit of The Army. It speaks with 
this nation's spirit and voice: 'Give 
me your tired, your poor, your hud- 
dled masses yearning to breathe 



with a torch, 
lightning, and 



about General William Booth; 
Vachel said he was going to write 
a poem about General Booth — and 
he did. The poem was entitled, 
'General William Booth Enters Into 
Heaven' and it is one of the great- 
est poems, to my way of thinking, 
that has been written in America." 
The poet who wrote "The Man 
With the Hoe," for a quarter of 
a century spent at least a month of 
every year in my home, and, in- 
variably, before that month's visit 
was over he would insist upon my 
taking him to The Salvation Army 
where, as he put it, "I can mingle 
with my comrades, the type of 
people, with whom Jesus associated 
along the shores of Galilee, and 
whom He loved." Several times he 
insisted upon staying all night in 
Army rooms for homeless men, so 
that he might keep in touch with 
his unfortunate brothers of the 
streets. He always came back from 
those trips with deeper tenderness 
in his heart and would talk for 
days of his experiences and conver- 
sations with the friends of what he 
always called "The Comrade King- 
dom." 

Understanding;, Love and Sympathy 

In recent times, now' that our 
Johnnies have corne marching 
home by the hundreds of thousands, 
how that phrase Mr. Markham used 
to use from that immortal poem, 
fits in with the attitude of The 
Army. "Bring Me Your Tears." 
This kind of help is what the for- 
mer serviceman needs more than 
anything else: understanding, love 
and sympathy. He needs to have in- 
dividuals, organizations, the Church 
and his friends say to him, "Bring 
me your tears, your anxieties,- your 
uncertainties, your loneliness, your 
bewilderment." 

One of my students was getting 5 
off a train in the Cleveland terming 
al recently and saw a blind soldier: 
carrying two bags. The student 
walked up to him and asked if he 
might carry the bags but that sol- 
dier rather' abruptly said: "No!" 
Then the student asked if he might 



guide the boy up the stairs and 
was told "Yes." At the top of the 
stairs the blind boy hesitated and 
the student said to him: "Now 
where do you want to go?" 

"To the information desk," re- 
plied the boy. 

"May I show you the way?" 

"You may, but I'll carry my own 
bags," he said warningly. 

Then my student made the mis- 
take of taking hold of the blind 
soldier's arm, in a firm, possessive 
gesture. 

The boy jerked his arm away and 
said, "Just a minute, Buddy. Don't 
take possession of me. Don't push 
me! All I want is the touch of your 
hand on my shoulder. That's all 
any handicapped soldier wants. 
Just the touch of somebody's hand 
on his shoulder." 

Mindful of Those Nearby 

Let us all walk courageously, in 
the days ahead, mindful of those 
nearby — helpful, sympathetic, un- 
derstanding—not pushing with too 
much sentimentalism, but ever 
"touching the shoulder" of the 
needy in body, mind and soul. 



Victory Through Love 

(Continued from yage 6) 
death through Jesus Christ, Blessed 
be our Master! . 

. Easter means a faith great 
enough for life now— a iaim m 
God, in self and in the PpssibiW 
of human life when God is in me 

Easter means a faith greater than 
life— a faith that led Thomas Edi- 
son to say: "It, is beautiful oyer 
there." It is so great a faith m 
world to be-which is the salvation 
of the world— that we can begin w 
build that world while we yet we 
this present life. n( i 

Easter makes life victorious^ ana 



triumphant. Without Easter 
Resurrected Christ - all is dooffl, 
and both life and love, are empty. 
God, the Father of us all, prom 
ised Easter to the world, because » 
loves His children. Chris t's corng 
the greatest sacrifice 



to earth is ..*~ — . 
that God is capable ot "'-—$ 
greatest tnumpuj 



Easter is His greaicot "-"■"" "not 
And best of all, Easter does no 
wholly belong to the historic pa* 
It is newsmaking to-day! it ». 
deed, the only hope f° r ,^ re Ve 

"Behold, I have set before i 
an open door and no man 



open door anu «u «---- . ( j, 
shut it"; "If ye then be nsen WJtn 
Christ, seek those things which 
above." 
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